—— — — 


r 
— a — 
a # 


THE. BF 
Tragedic of Dido 
Queene of Carthage: 
Played by the Children of her 
-—_ Maiefties Chappell. 
Written ama Neg. _— and 
| Actors 


by th Widdowe . 
Printed, by the Widdowe Omwin, for and 
are to be ſolde at his ſhop, in Paules Church- ye ard, at 

the ligne of the blacke Beare. 1594. 


. n CN as a greg rr, 
338 5 „ 4 


* 
* 1 
; - 
* 
on 
* 
* 
= 
* 
= 
, 
* 
. 
* 
. 2 
* 
. 
- 
. 
. 
ry 
" ae 
of * 
* 
* 
. 
, * 
* * 
CY 
* 
* 
* 
* 
= 
g 
ä 
—— — 
* 
* 
; * 
: | © 
' Ks * 7 
. 
0 % 
- 
* 
2 "EL CO I — 1G We ee 
. o - > 4 2 * *. . 1 Fab q * N r bY . . — 1 — AF 4 . * 
— * — 2 . — — x: - 
- — —-—— 4. — | 
- 
- 
. 7 y * 8 | 8 
c ; : } 2 ah * 
* 
1 
* 4 . , 


* 1 — 
e 
g np SR 


ä . 


J 
4 


WAS) f \ | L 1 


Queene 
Here the (artaines drov.there ir diſconered lupitet dendling 
lying Moch. 

he. Ome gentle Gamal and play with me, 

( l loue thee well, ſay ave what ſhe will. 

G. lam much better foryour worthles loue, 
That will not ſhield me from herſhrewith blowes: 

Today when as I fild into your cups, 

And held the cloath of pleaſance whites you dranke, 
She reacht me ſuch arap for that I ſpilde, 

As made the bloud run downe about mine eares. 

I. What?dares ſhe ſtrike the darling of my thoughts? 
OY this earth thfeatning aire, 

t ſhaken thriſe, makes Natures buildings quake, 
Ivo, if ſhe but onee frowne on thee more, | 
To hang her meteorlike twixt heauen and earth, 
And bind her hand and foote with golden cordes, 
As once I did for harming Herewlez. 

Gan, Might I but ſee that pretie ſport a foote, 

O how would I with Helens brother laugh, 
And bring the Gods to wonder at the game: 
Sweet Iapiter, if ere Ipleaſde thine eye, 
Or ſeemed faire walde in with Egles wings, 
Grace my immortall beautie with this boone, 
And will ſpend my time in thy bright armes. 
Inp. What iſt ſweet wagge I ſhould deny thy youchꝰ 
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The Trag feof Di 
Whole ming ge. > - 
EE fire Wo; 
Haue oft driven 3 
When as they 2 eee e, 
Sit on my knee, an 
Connoul 1 | 


are not = 
2 —.— ach of thy deliptic / 
Vulcan ſhall daunce to make thee laughing ſport, 
q And perry. ack bert fing when thou art ſad, 
| From una. IT | 
Tomake theefannes x to dee, face, 
And Deus Swannes Le , 
1 rar: uf 
Hermes no more ſhallſhew the world his Wings 
I that thy fancie in his feathers dwell, . . | 1 
But as thin one lle teare tem all fron) him, mw 
ſeh me: 


Doe thou but ſay their colour 

Hold here my little louetheſe linked gems, 

My Juno ware vpon her day, 

Put thou about thy necke my one weet heart, 

And tricke thy armes and ſhoulders with my theft, 
Ges. I would haue a ĩe well for mine eare, 

And a fine brouch to put in my hat, 

And then Ile hugge with you an hundredtimes. 3 
Tup. And aue Gaviwed,if thou _ my n 4 


| Enter Venus, 
|  Venws. Ithis is it, you can fit toying there, 
And Playing with te female wanton boy, 
Whiles my ef neas wanders on the Seas, 
And reſts a pray to euery billowes ah 
Inno,falſe Inno in her Chariots 
Drawne through the heauens — of mne 
Made Hebe to direct her ayrie wheeles 
Into the windie countrie of the clowdes, 


Where finding Zolus intrencht with ſtormet, 


——— —— 


— 6 Died. 


— — 
—— 
Then the windes breake ope their brazen doores, 
And all Eolis to be vp in armes: 
Poore Troy muſt no be ſackt vpon the Sea, 

And Nantes waues be enuious men of warre, 

Epens hotſe to: Ætnar hill tranſſormd, 

_— to nacketheirwoodden walles, 
Talus li 


1 
Ine ſu rges his fierce ſouldier to the ſſ 
— 5 eee. 
Aud interc —— 
Ay mel the —— ws Steedes, 
—— darknes forth Aftrexrtents, 
What ſhall I doe to ſaue thee my ſweet 
When as the waues doe threat our world, 


And Protexs raiſing hils of flouds on high, 
Entendsere — T9" TN 
Falſe /wpiter, thou vertue ſo? 
What? is not pietie exempt from woe: 
— 22 
Since that religion hath no rec 


Ia. Content thee Cytberea in 
2 mat ares 3-2 

Whoſe pe 
In thoſe faire walles 


— ae ar EL — 


{ —— — 22 

Dr ſorce her (mile that hetherto hath frownd : 
Three winters ſhall he with the Rutiles warre, 
Andin the end ſubdue them with his ſword, 
And full three Sommers likewiſe ſhall he waſte, 
——— 
Which once performd,poore o uppreſt, 
—— — A— 
74 IE ante? '* Wag 
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The Trapedie of Dido. 


But bright Aſcavias beauties better worke, 


Who with the Sunne deuides one radiant ſhape, 
Shall build his throne amidlt thoſe ſtartie cowers, 
That carth-borne eFilas groning vnderprops: 
No bounds but heauen ſhall bound his Emperie 
Whoſe azured gatesenchaſed with his name, 
Shall make the morning halt her gray rr, 
To feede her eyes witi his engrauen fame. 

Thus in ſtoute Heftor: race hundred yeares, 
The Romane Scepter royall ſhall remaine, 
Till that a Princefſ prieſt conceaud by , 
Shall yeeld to dignitie a dubble birth, 

Who will — Trey in their attempts. 


Venxs. How may I credite theſe thy flattering termes, 
When yet both ond fandebeler their ſhips, 


And Phebs: as in ſtygian ——8 
To taint his treſies in the Tyrrhen maine? 
Inp. I will take order for that preſently: 
Hermes awake, and haſte to Nat reaime, 
—— the Wi 1 warring now with Fate 
Beſiege the offpring of our kin es, 
— him — — turne — powers, 
And fetter them in Nulcaus ſturdie braſſe, 
That durſt thus proudly wrong our kinſmans peace, 
Venus fate well, thy ſonne ſhall be our care: 
Come Ganimed,we muſt about this geare, 
Exennt Inyiter cum Ganimed, 
Venn. Diſquiet Seas lay downe your ſwelling lookes, 
And court  /£neas with your calmie cheere, 
Whoſe beautious burden well might make you proude, 
Had not the heauens conceau'd with hel-borne clowdes, 
Vaild his reſplendant gloricfromyour vie w, 
For my ſake pitie him Oceanus, 
That erft-while iſſued from thy watrie loynes, 
And had my being from thy bubling froth : 
Triton I know hath fild his trumpe with Troy, 
And therefore will take pitie on his toyle, 


And 
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TheTraved, 


edie of Dido. 
And call bath Tie and 
Td ſuccour him in this extremitie. 


Exter Anearwith eAſeanins, with 
one or 10 aeove. 


What? doe I ſee my ſonne nom come on ſhoate: 
Venas how art thou compaſt with content, 
The while thine es attracttheir ſought for joyes: 
Great /wpiter,ſtill honourd maiſt thou be, 
Fer this ſo C—_— de in time of neede. 
Here in this buſh af will Iſland, 
Whiles my Tesa ſpends himſelſe in plants, 
And — and earth "with his vnreſt acquaints. 

A.. You ſonnes of care, companions of my courſe, 
Priams miſfortune followes vs by ſea, 
And Helens rape doth hauntthee at the heeles. . + 
How many dangers haue we ouer paſt? 
Both barkin eee the ſounding Rocks, 
The Cyclops and grim Crrevias ſexe 
Haue you oregone, and yet remaine aliue ? | 
Pluck vp your — ſince face ſtill reſts our Gen 
And chaunging beauens may thoſe good daies returnt, 
Which Pergama did vaunt in all her 

Acha. Braue Prince of T; thou onely art our God, 
That by thy vertues freeſt vs annoy, | 
And makes our hopes ſuruine to cunning ic 
Doe thou but ſmile,and clowdie heauen 
Whoſe night and day deſcendeth from thy browes: 
Though we be now in extreame miſerie, 
And reſt the map of weatherbeaten woe: 
Yet ſhall the aged Sunne ſhed forth his aire, 
To make vs live vnto our former heate, 
And euery beaſt the forreſt doth ſend forth, | 
Bequeath her young ones to our ſcanted foode. 

Aſea. FathcrI faint,good father gtue me meste. 
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The Tragedie of Dido. 
E. Alas ſweet boy, thau muſt be ſtilla while. 
Till we haue fire to dreſſe the meate we kild: 10! | 
Gentle Achates,reach the Tinder boxe, x 
That we may make a fire ro warme vs with, \ 
And roſt our new found victuals on this ſhoare. | 
. Venus. Sce what ſtrange arts neceſſitie findes our, | 
How neere my ſweet Rat art thou driven? 1 | 
Au. Hold, take this candle and goe light a fire, 
You ſhall haue leaues and windfall — 
Neere to theſe WOods, to roſt your meate withall : 
eAſcanius,goc and drie thy drenched lims, 
Whiles I with my ¶ Acbates roaue abroad, 
To know whatcoalt the winde hath driuen vs on, 
Or whether men or beaſts inhabite it. 
eAchs, The ayre is pleaſant, and the ſoyle molt fit 
For Cities, and ſocieties ſuppotts: 
Vet much Ipnaruell that I cannot finde, 
No ſteps of men imprinted in the earth 
Venus. Now is the time for me to play my part: 
Hoe yong men, ſaw you as you came r 
Any of all my Siſterswandzinghere? Ff 2410 f 
ng — — 8 422 ? 
And cloathed in a ſpored L. „ es 
Anu. Incitherſaw — 2 77 
But what may I faire Virgin call your name 
- Whoſe lookes ſet forth iq all forme to vie,, 
Nor ſpeech bewraigs ought humaine in thy bin, 


. 6 $ 
Sooke tries i wil... c- - al. aut. ara... as —_ 


MW Thou art a Goddeſſe that delud our eyes, il 10s 5 

Et And ſhrowdes thy beautie in this borrowd ſhapet : ©. | 

But whether thou the Sunnes bright Siſter be, | 

Or one of chaſt Dianas fellow Nimphs, =—'.'i:.. 
4 Liue happie in the height ofall content. : 
BS | And lighten our extreames-with this one boone, 1 
3 As to inſtruct vs vnder What good heauen 
1 Webreathe as now, and what this world is calde, 
4 On which by tempeſts furie we art caſt, SEN 
1 2 Tell ; 
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The Tr agedie of Diab. 


Tell vs, O tell vs that are ignorant, 


And this right hand ſhall make thy Altars crack 
With mountaine heapes of milke white Sacrifize. 


Venus. Such honour, ſtranger, doe ] not affect: 


It is the vic for Turen maides to weare 
Their bowe and quiuer in this modeſt ſort, 
And ſuite themſelues in purple ſot the nonce, 


That they may trip more lightly ore the lawades, 


And ouertake the tusked Bore in chaſe. 


Bur for the lagd whereof thou doeſt enquire, 


Itis the punick kingdome rich and ſtrong, 
Adioyning on eAgenors(tately towne, 
The kingly ſeate of Southerne Libia, 
Whereas Sidonian Dids rules as Queene. 


Bur what are you that aske of me theſe things ? 
Whence may you come, or whither will you goe : 


Anu. Of Troy am I, A zeas is my name, 


Who driuen by warre from forth my native world, 


Put ſailes to 


ſea to ſceke out Jtag. 


And my diuine deſcent from ſceptred Ioue, 


Wuhtwiſe twelue Phrigian ſhips I plowed the deepe, 


And made that way my mother Venus led: 
But of them all * e doc anchor ſafe, 


And they ſo wrackt and weltred by the waues, 


As euery tide tilts twixt their oken ſides: 
And all of them vnburdened of their loade, 
Are ballaſſed with billowes watrie weight. 


But hoples I, God wot, poore and vnknowne, 


Doe trace theſe Libian deſerts all * 


La ild forth Europe and wide Aſia both, 
And haue not any couerture but heauen. 


Venus, Fortune hath fauord thee what ere thou be, 


In ſending thee vnto this curteous Coaſt: 
A Gods naine on and haſt thee to the Court, 
Where Dido will receiue ye with het ſmiles: 


And forth 
Not one off 


ſhips which thou ſuppoſeſt loſt, 


hem hath periſht in the — 


But 


The Trapedie of Dido. 


But are ariued ſafe not fare from hence: 
And ſo Ileaue thee to thy fortunes lot, 


n. Achates,tis my mother that is fled, 
Iknow her by the mouings of het fecte: 
Stay gentle Venus ſſye not from thy ſonne, 
Too cruell,why wilt thou forſake me thus? 
Or in theſe ſhades deceiuſt mine eye ſo oſt ? 
Why talke e not together hand in hand ? 
Aud tel our griefes in more familiar termes: 
But thou art gone and leau ſt me here alone, 
To dull the ayre with my diſcourſiue moane. Evi 


Enter Ilhonens and Claambes. 


Ilia. Follow ye Troians,followthis braue Lord, 
And plaine to him the ſumme of your diſtreſſe. 

lar. Why, hat are you, or wherefore doe you ſewe * 

Ilio. Wretches of Trey, enuied of the tay 
That craue ſuch fauour atyeurhonors frete, 
As poore diſtreſſed miſerie may pleade: 
Saue, ſaue, O ſaue out ſhipsfrom cruell fire, | 
That doe complaine the wounds ofthouſand waues, 
And ſpare our liues whom euery ſpite purſues. | 
We come not we to wrong your Libian Gods, 
Or ſteale your houſhold fares ſtom their ſhrines : 
Our hands are not prepat dtolawles ſpoyle, 
Nor armed to offend in any kind: 
Such force is farre from our v,weaponed thoughts, 
Whoſe fading weale of victorie forſooke, 
Forbids all hope to harbourneere our hearts, 

Jar. But telle Troĩans, Troiam if you be, 
Vnto what fruitfull quarters were ye bound, 
Before that Boreas buckled with your ſailes? 

Cloax. There is a place Helptria term d by vs, 
An ancient Empire, ſamouſed for armes, 
And fertile in faire Ceres furrom ed wealth, 


Wiſhing good lucke vnto thy wandring ſleps. Exit. | 


1 he Tragedie of Dido. 

Which now we call Italia of his name, 
That in ſuch peace long time did rule the fame: 
Thither made we, | 
When ſuddenly gloomic Orvoxroſe, 
And led our ſhips into the ſhallow ſands, 
Whereas the Southerne winde with brackiſh breath, 
Diſperſt them all amongſt the wrackfull Rockes: 
From thence a fewe of vs eſc apt to land, 
The reſt we ſeare are foulded in the flouds. 

lar. Braue men at armes, abandon fruitles feares, 
Since Carthage knowes to entertaine diſtreſſe. 

Serg. I but the barbarous ſott doc threat our ſhips, 
And will not let vs lodge vpon the ſands: 
In multitudes they ſwarme vnto the ſhoare, 

And from the firſt earth interdi our feete. 

lar. My ſelfe will ſee they ſhall not trouble ye, 
Your men and you ſhall banquet in our Court, 
And euery Troian be as welcome here, 
As Jupiter to ſillie Vawfishoule: 
Come in with me, lle bring you tomy Queene, _. 
Who ſhall confirme my words with r deedes. 

Serg. Thankes gentle Lord for ſuch ynlookt for grace, 


Might we but once more ſec £neas face, 


Then would we hope ſuch friendly tumes, 
As ſhall ſurpaſie the wonder of our ſpeech, 


Actus 2. 


Emer Heu, Achates,and Aſcarnins. 
Aa. Where am I now ? theſe ſhould be Carthage walles, 
Acha. Why ſtands my ſweete e/Eneas thus ? | 
Au. O my eAcbates, Theban Niabe, 
Who for her ſonnes death wept out life and breath, 
And drie with griefe was turnd into a (tone, 


Had not ſuch paſſions in her head as I. 
Me thinkes that towne there ſhould be Tyey, yon Ida hill, 
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There Zauibus ſtreame, becauſe here's Priamus, Fay 


a. — 


The Tragedie of Diab. 

And when Iknow itis not, then I dye. 

Ach. And in this humor is Achates to, 
I cannot chooſe but fall vpon my knees, 
And kiſſe his hand: O where is Hecuba. 
Here ſhe was wont to fir, but ſauing ayre 
Is nothing here, and what is this but lone? 

Au. O yet this ſtone doth make ¶A eat weepe, 
And would iny prayers (as Figmations did) 
Could giue it liſe, that vnder his conduct 
We might ſaile backe to Trey. and be teuengde 
On theſe hard harted Grecians, which reioyce 
Foat nothing now is left of Priammns : 
O Framut is leſt and this ishe, 
Come, come abourd,purſue the hatefull Greckes. 

Acha. What meanes Tea 
An. Achater though mine eyes ſay this is ſtone, 
Yet thinkes my minde that this is Priamus. 
And when my grieued heart ſighes and ſayes no, 
Then would it leape out to giue Priam life: 
O were Inot at all ſo thou mightli be. 
Ache ſee King Priam wags his hand, 
He is Aliue, Troy is not ouercome. 

Ach. Thy mind Æea that would haue i ſo 
Deludes thy eye ſight, Priamms is dead. 

Er. Ah Trey is ſackt, and Priamus is dead, 
And why thould poore Mas be aliue? 

Aſca. Sweete Ener leave to weepe, this is not he: 
For were it Pream he would ſmile on me. 

Acha, e/£ncas ſee here come the Citizens, 
Leaue to lament leſt they laugh at our feares, 


Euter Cloanthus, S ergeFths, Mienen 


Ln. Lords of this towne,or whatſoeuer ſtile 
Belongs vnto your name, vouchſafe of ruth 
To tell vs who inhabits this faire towne, 


What kind of people, and who gouernes them: 


For 


The Trapedie of Dido. 
For we are ſtrangers driuen on this ſhore, 
And ſcarcely know within what Clime we are. 
Illo. Iheare e/Eneas voyce, but ſee him not, 
For none of theſe can be our Generall, 
eAcha. Like Ilioneus ſpeakes this Noble man, 
Bur /lonews goes not in ſuch robes, 
Serg. Lou are Achates,or]deciu'd. 
Acbha. ¶᷑uea ſee Sergeſtus ot his ghoſt, 
Illo. He meanes Æ neu, let vs kiſſe his feete. 
Cloar. It is our Captaine, ſee Aſearins. 
Serg. Liue long Æ ea and Aſcavins. 
An. eAchater, ſpeake, ſor I am ouerioyed. 
Acha. O Illuneus, art thou yet aliue ? 
Illio. Bleſt be the time I ſee Achates face. 
Cloan. Why turnes ae from his truſtie friends? 
Ae. Sergeſtns,lllionexs and the reſt, 
Your ſight amazde me, O what deſtinies 
Haue brought my ſweete companions in ſuch plight ? 
O tell me, ſor I long to be reſolu d. | 
Illo. Louely e/Eneas,thele are Carthage walles, 
And here Queene Dido weares ti imperiall Crowne, 
Who for Troyes ſake hath entertaind vs all, | 
Andcladvs in theſe wealthic robes we weare. 
Oft hath ſhe askt ys vnder whom vie ſeru' d, 
And when we told her ſhe would weepe for griefe, 
Thinking the ſea had ſwallowed vp thy ſhips, 
And now ſhe ſees thee ho vill ſhe retoyce ? 
Serg. See where her ſeruitors paſſe through the hall 
Bearing a banker, Dido is not farre. - 
Illo. Looke where ſhe comes: Areas viewd her well. 
Au. Well may Iview her, but ſhe ſees not me. 


Enter Dido and ber traine. 


Dido. What ſtranger art thou that doeſt eye me thus? 
An. Sometime I was Troian mightie Queene ; 
But Trey is not, what ſhall I ſay I am? 
B 3 


* De Trapedie of Dido. 
Io. Renowmed Did. tis our Generall: warlike ven. 
Dido. Warlike Auras, and in theſe baſe robes? 
Goe fetch the garment which Sic heut ware: 
Brauc Prince, welcome to Carthage and to me, 
Both happie that Eucas is our gueſt: © 
Sit in this chaire and banquet with a Queene,” .. 
e/Eneas is e/Eneas,were he clad - 
In weedes as bad as euer Irus ware. 
e/fn. This is no ſeate for one thats omſortles, 
May it pleaſe your grace to let Æ e waite : 
For though my birth be great, my fortunes meane, 
Too meane tobe companion to a Queene. 
Dido. Thy fortune may be greater then thy birth, 
| Sir downe e/Fnea,btin Didos place, 
EF And if this be thy ſonne as I ſuppoſe, 
> Here let him br de merrie louely child. 
An. This place beſeemes me not, O pardon me. 
Did. Ile haue it ſo, . Eucas be content. 
Aſea. Madame, you ſhall be my mother. 
Dido. And ſo I will ſweete child: be merrieman, 
Heres to thy better fortune and good ſtarres. 
En. In all humilitie I thanke your grace. | 
8 Did. Remembet ho thou art, ſpeake like thy ſelfe, 
Humilitie belongs to common groomes. 
e/£n, And who ſo miſerable as Eu is? 
4 Dido. Lyes it in Dido hands to make theebleſt, 
| Then be thou att not miſerabſeQ. 
Au. O Priamns,O T1 roy,oh Haske 
Dido. May Tentreate thee to diſcourſe at large, 
And truely to how Trey was ouercome: 
For many tales goe of that Cities fall, 
And ſcarcely docagree vpon one poynt : 
Some lay Antenor did betray thetowne, 
4 Others report twas Sirens periurie: 
But all in this that Troy is ouercome, 
And Friam dead, yet how we heare no newes. 


En. A Vofull tale bids Didetovnfould, 


Whoſe 


In whole defence he foughit ſo valiandly : 

Looke yp — cake. to = 
Ex. ſpeake Eat with Achilles tongue, 

And Dido and you Carthaginian Peeres 

Heare me, but yet with Iirmidenrharſh cares, 

Daily inur d to broyles and Maſlacres, 

Left you be mou d too much with my fad tale. 

The Grecian ſouldiers tired with ten yeares ware, 

Began to crye let vs vnto our ſhips, n 

Troy is inuincible, why ſtay we here ? 

With whole outcryes aids being apaf d, 

Surnmoned the Captaines to his pnncely tent, 

Wholooking on the ſcarres we Troians gaue, 

Seeing the number of their men — 8 

Gaue vp their voyces to diſſodge I 

And foln — marcht — 8 

Where when they came, Nyſſes on the ſand 

Aſſayd with honey words to turne them backe: 

And as he fpoke to further his entent, LF, 

The windes did driue huge billewes tothe ſhoare, 

And heauen was darkned withtem clowdes: 

Then he alleag'dthe Gods would haue them ſtay, 

And prophecied Troy ſhould be overcome : 

And Serewichall he calde falſe Sins forth, 

A man compact of craft nie, 

Whoſeticing tongue was made oſ Hermes pipe, 

To force an hundred watchfull eyes to ſleepe: 

And him Epeus hauing made the horſe, 

With Gecrificing wreathes ypon his head, 

Vhſſes ſent to our vnhappietowne: : 

Who groueling in the mire of Zanthu; bandes, 

His hands bound at his backe and both his eyes 


— — 
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Turnd vp to heauen as onereſolu'dtodye, ' | oF ! 


Our Phrigian ſhepherd haled withio the gates, 
And brought vnto the Court of Priemns : 
To whom he vſed action ſo pitifull, 
Lookes ſo remorcefull, vowes ſo forcible, 
As therewithall the old man ouercome, 
Kiſt him, imbraſt him, and vnloaſde his bands, 
And then, O Did pardon me. 
Dido. Nay icaue not here, reſolue me ofthe ref 
E. O th'inchaunting words of that baſe ſlaue, 
Made him to thinke Epexs pine-tree Horſe 
A ſacrifize * CAlinerwas wrath: 
The rather for that one Lacan 
Breaking a ſpeare vpon his hollow breaſt, 
Was with two winged Serpents ſtung to death. 
Whereat agaſt, we were comm ſtraight 


With reuerence to dra it into Trop. ; 
In which vnhappie worke was [employd, 
Theſe hands did helpe to hale it tothe gates, 


— 


Through which it could not enter twas fo 
O had it neuer entred, Trey had ſtood. 

But Priamus iunparient of dela, . N 
Inforſt a wide breach in that rampierd vrall, | 
Which thouſand battering Rams could neuer pierce, | 
And ſo came in this fatall nſtnument: 

At whole accurſed feete as ouetioyed, 
We banquetted till ouercome with wine, 

Some ſurfetted. and others ſoundly ſlept. 

Which Simon viewing, cauſde the Grecekiſh ſpyes 
To halt to Tenedos and tell the Campe: 

Then he vnlocke — 


From out his entrailes, Neeptolamus 
Setting his ſpeare ypon the capt forth, 
And after him a thouſand — more, 

In whole ſterne faces ſhin'dthe quenchles fire, 
That after burnt the pride of Aſia. 

By this the Campe was come vnto the walles, 
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Dia. Ah,howcould poo 
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— 6 —— . — 
Where meeting wich the reſt, kill kill they cryed. 
Frighted with thi — 


= infants ſwimming in their parents bloud, 


les carkafles piled vp in heapes, 
ns halfe ged'by fiir golden aire 
— with maine force flung on a ring of pikes, 


Old men with ſwords 8 ſides, 
Kneeling for mercie to a Greckiſh lad, 
Who with ſteele Pol-axcs daſnt out their braines. 


Then buckled I mine armour,drew my ſword, 
And thinking to goe downe — 


With — blewiſh ſulphure eyes, 
His armes torne from his ſhoulders, and his breaſt 
Furrowd with waunds, and hat which made me weepe, 


Thon at lis heeles which 'Acbillerhorle 
Greckiſh Campe, 


Drew him in triumph 


the 


Burſt from the earth,cryi « flye, 
Troy is a fire,the Grecians haue the towne, 
Dide. O Hector who weepesnotto heare thy name? 
A.. Yetflung] forth,and deſperate of my life, 


Ran in the thickeſt throngs,and with this ſword 
Sent many of their ſauadge ghoſtsto hell. 

At laſt came Pirrbas fell and full of re, 

His harneſſe dropping bloud, and on his ſpeare 
The man ledheadot Priemsyon ſoane, 
And after hi his band of Mirmic 
—— — 24" tl 
Which made the funerall flame that burnt faite Trey: 


All which hemd me about, crying, this is he. 
ree/Eneas (cape their hands? 


En. My mother Venus iealous of my health, 
Conuaid me from their crooked nets and bands: 
So leſcapt the furious Pirrbhas wrath: 

Who then tan to the pallace ofthe King, 


And at Tomes Altar finding Priamus, 


C About 


— — IT 
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About whoſe withered n 
— his handin he 


die of Dido, 
R dro Di . | 


ating their breaſts and falling on — | 
— eons, 
1 


ebene ſpoke: 
— vere Ar VmDs 3 
9 wer Koo eh : 
—— Fey, 

Kin 

— 2 — 

— yy ern: morn 
Oletmeliue, great Ne 
Not mou dat all but finiling at his teares, 
This butcher whit his hands were oe momma 
Treading vpon his breaſt, ſtroole 

Dido. O end ua I can heare no more. 

e/£s. At which the franticke Queene leapt on his face, 


And in his eyelids hangin — 
 Alitle while prolong —— 


At laſt the ſouldiers le her by the heeles, 
And ſwong her howling in the emptie ayre, 
Which ſent an ecchoto the w ed King: 


Whereat he lifted vp his bedredlims, 
And would haue —— with Achilles ſonne, 
Forgetting both bis want of ſtrengeh and hands, 
Which he diſdaining whiskt his Wurd about, 


And with the wound thereof the King fell downe: 


Then fromthe nauell to the throat at once, 
He ripe old Priamrat whoſe latter gaſpe 
Jouer marble ſtatue gan to Bend the brow, 
As lothing Pirrbus for this wicked act: 
Yet he vndaunted tooke his fathers flagge, 
And dipt it in the old Kings chill cold b oud, 
And then in triumph ran intoche ſtreetes, | 
Through which he could not paſſe for ſlaughtred men: 
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ido. 
So leaning on his ſword he ſtood ſtone ſill, 
Viewing the fire where with rich Jos burnt, 
this I got my father on my backe, 
e e 
Led faire Cremſa my beloued wife, 
When thou Achares with thy ſword mad ſt way, 
And we were roundinuiron'd with the Gireekes : 
O there I loft my wife: and had not we 
Fought manfully,] had nottold this tale: 
Yet manhood would not ſerue, of force we fled, 
And as we went vnto our ſhips,thou knowelt 
We ſawe Caſſandra ſprauling in the ſtreetes, 
Whom Aiex rauiſhtin Dianas Fawne, 
Hercheekes ſwolne with ſighes,herhaire all rent, 
Whom Itooke vp to beare ynto our ſhips: 
But ſuddenly the Grecians followed ys, 
And I alas,was forſt to let _ 
Then got we to out ſhips,and being abourd, 
Polixens cryed out, /Encesr ay, 
The Oreckes purſue me, ſtay and take me in. 
Moved wah ier v Ilept into che ſea, 
Thinking to beare her on my backe abourd: 
For all our ſhips were launcht into the deepe, 
And as I ſwomme he ftanding on the ſhoare, 


Was by the cruell Mirmidons izd 
Aud after — 8 


Dido. Idye with melting 
Ar O what became of aged Hecnbe? 

Jar. How got Ear tothe fleete againe ? 

Dido. But how ſcapt Heles, the that cauſde this warre ? 
=. Achate: ſpeake, ſorrow hath tired me quite. 
Acba. What happened to the Queene we cannot ſhewe, 
We heare they led her captiue into Greece, 

As for Æathe ſwomme quickly backe, 

And Helena betraied Dipbobus 

Her Louer, after Alexander dyed, 
And ſo wasreconcil'dto Menu. 


leaue. 


C2 Didi. 
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And ſticke theſe ſpangled feathers in thy hat, 
Eate Comfites in mine armes, and 1 will, 


And goe to Dido, who in ſtead of him 


| Thatſhe may dote vpon Æ eas loue: 


— — — — — — 9232 — — — . — - 


Te Tragedie of Dido. 
Dido. O had tharticing ſtrumpet nere been borne 
Troian, thy ruthfull tale hath made me ſad: 


Come let vs thinke ypon ſome pleaſing | 
To rid me from theſe melancholly t g 
| t OmeNeD, 
4 


. 


Enter Venus at another doore,and takes 
Aſcanins by the ſleexe, 


Venus. Faire child [tay thou with Didos waiting maide, 
Ile giue thee Sugar-almonds,ſweetc Conſerues, 
A ſiluer girdle,anda golden purſe, 
And this yong Prince ſhall be thy playfellow. 
Aſca. Are you Queene Didss ſonne? - 
Cup14. I, and my mother gaue me this fine bow. 
Aſea. Shall I haue ſuch a quiuerand a bow ? 
Venus. Such bow, ſuch quiuer,andfuch golden ſhafts, 
Will Did = to ſueete eAſcanins : 


For Didos ſake I cake thee in my armes, 


fing, 

Now is he faſt aſleepe,andin this groue 
Amongſt gre:ne brakes Ile lav eAſconinc, 

Ard ftrewchim with ſweete ſmelling Violets, 
Bluſhing Roſes, purple Hyacinthe: = 
Theſe milke white Doues ſhall be his Centronels: 
Who if chat any ſecke to doe him hurt, 

Will quickly flyc to Citbeidas fiſt. | 

Now Cupidturne thee to Aſcanins ſhape, 


Wil let thee onher lap and play with thee: 
Then touch her white breaſt with this arrowhead, 


And by that meanes repaire his broken ſhips, 

Victuall his Souldiers, giue him wealthic gifts, 

And he at laſt depart to /taly, 

Or cls in Carthage make his kingly throne, 
n 


As euery 
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TheTragedie of Diab. 

Cid. 1 will faire mother, and fo play my part, 
couch — Queene Dides he art. 

Neun, Sle weete nephew in theſecooling ſhades, 
Free from — — thele running ſtreames, 
The crye of beaſts, the ratling of the windes, 
8 lesues all hall be ſtill, 
Till] — — Exit. 


Actus 3, Scena 1. 


Eater Copid ſalur 
Cid. Now Capid cauſe the Carthaginian 
To — — brothers-lookes, 
Conuey this golden arrowe in thy ſleeve, 
Leſt ſhe imagine thou art Pewwslonne: 
And when ſhe ſtrokes thee ſoftly on the head, - = 
Then ſhall Ltouch her breaſt and conquer her. 


ler. How long falre Dido ſhall Ipine ſor thee? 
Tis not enough that thou doeſt 3 
But that I may enioy what Ideſire: 
That loue is childiſh which conſiſts in words, 
Dido. Iarbus, know that thou of all my wooers 
And yet haue I had many mightier Kings) 
Haſt had the greateſt ſauours I could give: 
I feare me Dido hath been counted light, 
In being too familiar with /arbas- 
Abeit the Gods doe know no anton thought 
Had euer tre ſidence in Didos breaſt. 8. 
Jar. But Dido is the fauour Itequeſt. 
D/ do. Feare not Ibu, Dido may be thine, 
Ama. Lookc lilter how Auen. fret ſonne 
Playes with your garments and imbrac eth you. 
Cid. No Dido will not take = in her armes, 
3 


Queene, 


N 


And tell me where learnſt thou this 
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I ſhall notbe her ſonne, ſhe loues me not. 

Dido. Weepe not ſweet boy, thou ſhalt be Dides ſonne, 

Sit in my lap and let me heare thee ſing, 

No more my child, now talke another while, 

pretic ſong? 

Cupid. My coſin Heles taught it me in Troy. 

Dido. How louely is Aſamiu whey he {miles ? 

(pid. Will Dids let me hang about her necke ? 

Dido. 1 wagge,arid give thee leaue to kiſſe her to. 

Cupid. What will you giue me f now Ile haue this Fanne. 
Dido. Take it Aſcanius, for thy fathers ſake. | 

Tar. Come Dido, leaue Aſcaninslet vs walke. 

Dido. Goc thou away, Aſcanins ſhall ſtay. 

lar. Vngentle Queene,is this thy loue to me? 

Dido. O ſtay Iarbur, and Ile goe with thee. 

Cid. And if my mother goe, Ile ſollow her. 
Dido. Why ſtaieſt thou here thou art no loue of mine ? 
Ir. Inas dye, ſeeing ſhe abandons thee. 

Dido. No, liue Iarbui, what haſt thou deſeru d, 

That I ſhould ſay thou art no loue of mine? 

Something thou haſt deſeru d, away I ſay, 

Depart from ¶ thage, come not in my 
lar. Am I not King oftich Geralia? 
Dide, larbu: pardon me, and ſtay a while. 
Cupid. Mother, Jooke here. 

Duda. What telſt thou me of rich Getalia? 

Am not I Queene of Lib44? then depart. 

Ie. 1 my Loue, 

Yet not from ¶ vrbage forathouſand worlds. 
Dido. Jau. 

Jar. Doth Dids call me backe ? 
Didi. No, but Icharge thee neuer loake 6n me. 
I. Then pull out both mine eyes, or let me dye. Exit Jai. 
Anna. Wherefore doth — 

Dido. Becauſe his lothſome ſight o mine eye, 

And in my thoughts is ſhrin'd another Ioue: 

O Aue, daſt thou knom how ſweet loue were, 


Full 
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Full ſoone wouldſt thou abiurethis ſingle liſe. 

And. Poore ſoule I know too well — ſowerof loue, 
O that Ibu could but fancie me. 

Dido. Is not Aua faire and beautifull > 

Anna, Tes, and [arbus foule and fauourles. 
Dido. Is he not el t in all his ſ ch? 
Anna, Les, and [arvarrude and ruſticall. 

Dido. Name not bus, but ſweete — ä 
Is not e/£neas worthie Didos loue ? 

Anna. O filter,wereyou Empreſle of the world, 

Eee well deſerues to be your loue, 
So louely is he that where ere he goes, 
The people ſwarme to gaze him inthe face. 

Duda. Burtell them none ſhall gaze on him but l, 
Leſt their groſſe eye-beames taint my louers cheekes : 
Ama,good lifter Anna goe for him, 

Left withtheſe ſweete thoughts I melt cleane away. 
Anna, Then filter youle abiure /arbus loue? 

Dido. Yet muſtI heare that lothſome name againe 
Runne for e/£neas,or Ile flye to him. Exit Anne. 

Cupid. You ſhall not hurt my father whenhe comes. . 

Dids. No, for thy ſake Ile loue thy father well. 

O dull conceipted Dido, chat till now 

Didſt neuer thinłke Æ ea beautifull: 

But now for quittance of this ouerſight, 

— make me bracelets of his golden haite, % 
gliſtering eyes ſhall be — gla 

His lipsan — — , 

As many kiſſes as the Sea hath . 

In lead of muſicke I will heare him ſpeake, 

His lookes ſhall be my only Librarie, 

And thou ee, Didosrrealurie, 

In whoſe faireboſome I will lockemore wealth, 

Then twentie thouſand Indiaes can affoord : - 

O here he comes, )oue, loue, giue Dido leaue 

To be more modeſt then her thoughts admit, 

Leſt be made a wonder to the world. 


F. 
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Achates,how doth Carthage pleaſe your Lord? 
Acba. That will /£neas ſhe we your maieſtie, | 
Dido. e/Eneas,art thou there? 

An. Ivnderſtand your highneſſe ſent for me. | 
Dido. No, but now thou art here, tell me in ſooth | ; 

In what might Dido highly pleaſure thee. 

Ar. So much haue I recciu'd at Dides harffls, 

As without bluſhing I can aske no more: 

Yer Queene of Africte are my ſhips vnrigd. 

My Sailes all rent in ſunder with the winde, 

My Oares broken, and my Tackling loft, 

Yea all my Nauic ſplit wich Rockes and Shelfes : 

Nor Sterne nor Anchor haue our maimed Heete, 

Our Maſts the furious M indes ſtrooke over bourd: 

Which pitequs wants if Dido will ſupplie, 

We — her author of our liues. 

Dido. Aua, Ile repaire thy Troian ſhips, 

Conditionally that thou wilt tay with me, 

And let Achates ſaile to Itaßj - 

Le giue thee tackling made oftiueld gold, 

Wound onthe barkes bf odotiſerous trees, 

Oares of maſſie Iuorie ſull oſ holes, 

Through which the water ſhall delight to play: 

Thy Anchors ſhall be hewed from Chriſtall Rockes, 

Which if thou loſe ſhall ſhine aboue the waves: 

The Maſts whereon thy ſwelling ſailes ſhall hang, 

Hollow Pyramides of hluer plate; | ' * — 

The ſailes of foulded Lane, here ſhall be wrought 

The warres of Troy, but not Troyes ouerthrow: * | | 

For ballace, emptie Didestreafurie, 1 

Take what ye will, but leaug A he 

Achates,thou ſhalt be ſo meanly clad. 

As Scaborne Nymphes ſhall ſwarme about thy ſhips, 

And wanton Mermaides court thee with ſweete ſongs, 

Flinging in fauours of more ſoueraigne 

Then T heti hangs about Apellvesnecke, 

So that «/Exead may but ſtay with me. 


! 


T he Trapedie of Dido. 
A, Wherefore would Dido have neus Ray? 
Dido. To warre agalaſtmy bordering enemies: | 

A neasthinke not Dido is in loue: . 

For if that any man could conquer me, 

Ihad been wedded ere e/£xeas came : 

See where the pictures of my ſuiters hang, 

And are not cheſe as faire as faire may be? 

Acha. I ſaw this man at Troy ete T roy was ſackt. 
An. I this in Greece when Tarss ſtole faire Helew, 
Illo. This man and I were at Omas games, 

Serg. Ikno'v this face, he is a Perſian borne, 

Itraueld with him to AÆtolia. | 
Cloan. And I in Athens with this gentleman, 

Vnleſſe I be d-cciu'd diſputed once. 

Dido. But ſpeakere/Eneas, know you none oſtheſe? 
Arn. No Madame, but it ſeemes chat theſe are Kings. 
Dido. All theſe and others which I neuer ſawe, 

Haue been molt vrgent ſuiters for my loue, 

Some came in perſon, others ſent their Legats: 

Vet none obtaind me, l am free from all, 

And yet God knowesintangled vnto one. 

This was an Oratot, and thought by words 

To compaſſe me, but yet he was deceiu'd: 

And this a Spartan Courtier vaine and wilde, 

But his fantaltick humovrs pleaſde not me: 

This was Alcion, a Muſition, 

But playd he nere ſo ſweet, I let him goe: 

This was the wea'thic King of Tbeſſaꝶ, 

But I had gold enough and calt him off - 

This Melergers ſonne, a warlike Prince, 

But weapons gree not with my tender ycares: 

he teſt ate ſuch as all the world well knowes, 

Yet how l ſweare by heauen and him Iloue, 

I was as farre from loue, as they from hate. 

Anu. O happie ſhall he be whom Dido loues. 
Dido. Then neuer ſay that thou art miſerable, 


Becaulc it may be thou ſhalt be my loue: 
D oY vet 
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Ye: boaſt not of it,for I joue thee not, 


And yet Ihate thee not: O if l ſpeake 

I ſhall betray my ſelte: Æueu ipeake, 

We tivo will goe a hunting in the woods, 
But not ſo much for thee, thou art but one, 
As ſor Achates,and his tollowers. Exennt. 


Enter Juno to Aſcanins aſleepe. 

Juno. Here lyes my hate, ne curſed brat, 
The boy whiercinfalſe deſtinie delights, | 
The heire of furie, the fauorite ofthe face, © 
Thar vgly impe that ſhall outweare my 
And wron g my deitic with high diſgrace : 
But Iwill take another order now, 
And race th eternall Regi er oftime: 
Troy ſhall no more call him her ſecond hope, 
Nor Venus triumph in his tender youth: 
For here in ſpight of heauen Ile murder him, 
And feede infection with his left out life : 
Say Pari, nou ſhall Venus haue the ball? 
Say vengeance, now ſhall her Aſcamiusdye. 
O no God wot, I cannot watch my time, 
Nor quit good turnes with double fee downe told: 
Tut, lam [imple ithout made to hurt, 
And haue no oall at all to grieue my foes: 
But luſifull Ine and his adulterous child, 
Shall finde it written on confuſions front, 
That oncly [uno rules in Rhammuſe tone. 


Enter V enus. 


Venus. What ſhould this meaue? my Doues are 5 _ 


Who warne me of ſuch daunger preſt at hand, 
To harme my ſweete Aſcammns louely life. 
Juno my mortall foe, xhat make you here ? 
Auaunt old witch and trouble not my wits, 
Juno. Fie Venus, that ſuch cauſeles words of w_— 
Should exe defile ſo faire a mouth as tlune: 


—_— 
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Are not we both ſprong of celeſtiall raſe, - 
And banquet as two Siſters with the Gods? 
Why is it then diſpleaſure ſhould diſioyne, ' 
Whom kindced and acquaintance counites. 
Venus. Out hatefull hag,thou wouldſt haue ſlaine my ſonne, 
Had not my Doues diſcou id thy entent: 
But I will tearethy eyes fro forth thy head, 
And fealt the birds wich their bloud-ſhotten balles, 
If thou but lay thy fingers on my boy. 
[wno. Is this then all the thankesthat I ſhall haue, 
For ſauing him from Snakes and Serpents ſtings, 
That would haue kild him ſleeping as he lay? 
What though I was offended with thy ſonne, 
And wrought him mickle woe on ſea and land, 
When for the hate of Troian ed. 
That was aduanced by my Hebes ſhame, 
And Pars iudgement of the heauenly ball, 
Inwſtred all the windes vnto his wracke, 
And vrg d each Element to his annoy : 
Yetnow Idoc repent me of his ruth, 
And wiſh that I had never wrongd him ſo: 
Bootles I ſawe it wasto warre with fate, 
That hath ſo many vnteſiſted friends: 
Wherefore I chaunge my counſell with the time, 
And planted loue where enuie erſt had ſprong. 
Denut. Siler of Ioue, if that thy loue G ſuch, 
As theſe thy proteſtatioos doe paint forch, 
We two as friends one fortune will deuide: 
pid ſhall lay his arrowes in thy lap, : 
And to a Scepter chaunge his golden ſhafts, 
Fancie and modeſtie ſhall liue as mates, 
And thy faire peacockes by my pigeons pearch: 
Loue my Æuea, ind deſire is thine, 
The day, the night, my Swannes, my ſweetes are thine. 
Inno. More then melodious are theſe words to me, 
That ouercloy my ſoule withchcir content: 


Vrnuſwecte Venus how may I deſerue 
D 3 
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The Travedie of Dido. 
Such amoutous fauours at thy beautious hand? 
But that thou maiſt more eallie percciue, 
How highly I doe prize this amitie, 
Harke to a motion ofcternall league, 
Which I will make in quittance of thy loue: 
Thy ſonne thou knoweſt with Dido now remaines, 
And feedes his eyes with fauours of her Court, 
She like wiſe in admyring ſpends her time, 
And cannot tale northinke of ought but him: 
Why ſhould not they then ioyne in marriage, 
And bring forth mug bie Kings to Carthage towne, 
Whom caſualtie of fea hath made ſuch friends? 
And Venus, let there be a match confirmd 
Betwixt theſe two,whole loues are ſo alike, 
And both our Deities conioynd ii dne, 
Shall chaine felicitie vnto their throne. | 

Venus. Well conldT like thisreconcilements meanes, 
But much I feare my ſonne will nere conſent, 
Whole armed ſoule alreadie on the ſea, 

Darts forth her light to Lauinias ſhoare. 

Inno. Faire Queene of loue, l will deuorce theſe doubts, 
And finde the way to wearie ſuch fond thoughts: 
This day they both a hunting fotrh will ride 
Into theſe woods,adioyniag to theſe walles, 
When in the midſt of all their gameſome ſports, 
Ile make the Codes diſſoluetheit watrie workes, 
And drench Siluanx; dy ellings withtheir ſnewers, 
Then in one Caue the Queene and he ſhall meete, 
And interchangeably diſcourſe their thoughts, 
Whoſe ſhort conclulion will ſeale yp — 
Vntothe purpoſe which we now ptqpoand. 

Venus Siltet, I ſee youſauour of my wiles,” 
Be it as you will haue for this once, 
Meanec time, ſcarius ſhall be my charge, 
Whoml u ill beate to Idi in mine armes, 
Aud couch him in Adonis purple downie., Exeunt. 
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Faire Troian, hold my golden bowe awhile, : 
Vntill If gird my quiuerto my fide : of ö 
Lords goe ve two muſt talke alone. 
lar. Vo tle can ſhe wrong lu (o? 
lle dye cbefore a trangerhavethat grace: 
We two will talke alone, hat words be theſe # * ,. 
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Dido. How nowGetulian;are'ye 
Tochallengevs with your 
Peſant, goe ſeeke com 
And meddle not with anytha 
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Area, be not moude at what he ſayenn, 


For other hile he will be ont of oyut. 


lar. Women may w priuiled of love: 
Bur ſhould Toon _ 


Haue taunted e intheſe opprebrious 9 5 
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Dids. hs er — nincheface? 
Aſea. L. and outface him to, doe what he can. 
Anna. Howlike his father (j he in all? 


A. And mougbt I live to ſee him lacke rich Thebes, 


And loade his ſpeare wich Grecian Princes heads, 


Then would I wiſhme with Azcbiſe;Tombe, 
Aud dead to honour that 

I. And might I liue to ſee the 
And hoyſt aloft 
Then nould Iwih me i fire Dees. 
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This Troians end will be — aime, 
Whoſe bloud will reconcile thee to content, 

And make lone drunken with thy fweete defire : 
But Das that now holdeth him deare, 
Will dye with very tidings of his death: 
But time will diſcontinue her content, 
And mould her minde ynto new fagciesſupert | 


O od of heauen aurbe the band ef fre 
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Vato that happie day of my deli 
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That reſteth in the riuall 
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Ae. Did. | 
Dids. Tellme deareloue, how PA ann rn 
Es. By chance ſweete Queene,a9 errand Yeanrinets 
Dido. Why that wasinenetwherewe re Jools, | 

And yet I am not free,oh would I were, Fat: eit 
a Why, chat is it that Dido may deſite 


— 


And not — — in humaine — 5 
Dido. The thing that Iwill dye heſere Laske, 

And yet deſire to haue before I dye. 
Ae. Its novought u may atchieue / 


Dide. Fueas no. alt oyes doe peurce. 
u. What, hath Arbus angred der in oupht ? 
And will ſhe be auenged on his lit? 
Dido. Not an gred me, except in an ome 
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Thas ſhould detainethy eye in his Ty D 
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And ] muſt periſhjn his hurnin 
Auras, Oe ura, quench 
En, What ailes my ( 
Dids. Not ſicke my loue,but he I muſt conceale 
The torment, that it bootes me not 
And yet Ile ſ der Ic hold u ini nun! A 
Beer a Een wks 5 
— — id I ſay? n 
Something it was that now — ſorgot. | 
s. What meanes faire Dido b ythis doubrfull ſpeech! 
Dido. Nay, nothing,but (jt whe mn gy, 


En. 5 dare not aſcendſo 
As 1 onarkes might not — 
Dido. Ie was becauſe ſawe no King like chee, 
Whoſe golden Crowne might ballance my content: 
But now that I haue found what to effect, 
I follou e one that loueth fame for me. 
And rather had ſceme faire Sent eyes, | 
Then tothe Carthage Queene that dyes ſor him. 
Es. — a e 4 
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As my deſpiſed wotihs, chat ſhun all 
With this my hand! me to you iny 00 
— = Ae, 7 15, . 
By heauen and earth, and iny faire brothers dee 
By Paphos,( apps and the — Sea, 
From whence my radiant mothet did deſcend, 
And by this Sword that ſaued me from the Greekes, 
Neuer to leaueheſe neweyprearcd walles, 
Whiles Dido lives and rules in lenor ens. 
Neuer to like or loue any but her. a 
Dido. What more then delian 4 doe Iheare, 


That calles my ſoule from forth his liuing ſeaae, 
To moue vnto the meaſures of deligbt: Ua: 


The Tragedie of Diab. 


Kind clowdes that ſent forth ſuch a curteous ſtorme, 
As made diſdaine to flyeto fancies lap: 
Stoute loue in mine armes make thy /taly, 
Whoſe Crowne and kingdome reſts at thy commande: 
Sicheut, not Æneas be thou calde: 
The King of ¶ arthage, not Anchiſes ſonne: 
Hold, take theſe lew¾els at thy Louers hand, 
Theſe golden bracelets, and this wedding ring, 
Where with my huſ band woo'd me yet a maide, 
And be thou king of Libia, by my guiſt. 
Exeunt tothe ( ur. 


Actus 4. Scena I, 


Enter eAchates, Aſcanins, Iarbus, and Anna. 
Acha. Did euer men ſee ſuch a ſudden ſtorme? 
Or day fo cleere ſo ſuddenly orccaſt ? 
lar. Ithinke ſome fell Inchantreſſe dwelleth here, 
That can call them forth when as ſhe pleaſe, 
And diue into blacke tempeſts treaſurie, | 
When as ſhe meanes to maske the world with clowdes. 
Anna. In all my life I neuer knew the like, 
It haild,it ſnowde,it lightned all at once. 
Acha. Ithinke it was the diuels reuelling night, 
There was ſuch hurly burly in the heauens: 
| Doubtles Apollos Axeltree is crackt, 
Or aged Atlas ſhoulder out of ioynt, 
The motion was ſo ouer violent. | 
lar. In all this coyle, where haue ye left the Queene ? 
Aſca. Nay,where is my warlike fathet, can youtell? 
Ama. Behold where both of them come forth the Caue. 
lar. Come forth the Caue : can heauen endure this ſight? 


Jarbus, cutſe that vnreuenging Joue, 

Whoſe flintie darts ſlept in Tiphows den, 

Whiles theſe adulterors ſurfetted with ſinne: 
Nature, why madſt me not ſome poyſonous beaſt, 


That with the ſharpnes of my edged _ 
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I might haue Raktethem both vntothe earth, , 
Whil'& they were ſporting in this darkſome Caue? 
An. The ayreiscleere,and Southerne \windes are whiſt, 
Come Dido, let vs haſten to the towne, 
Since gloomie ¶᷑olus doth ceaſe to frowne. 
Did, Achates and eAſcanins,well met. 
Au. Faire Anna, how eſcapt you from the ſhower ? 
Amd. As others did, by running to the wood. 
Dido But where were you [arbes all this while ? 
lar. Not with /Eneasin the vgly Caue. 
Dido. I fee MÆueas ſlicketh in your minde, 
But I will ſoone put by that (tumbling blocke, 
And quell thoſe he that thus employ your eares. Excunt. 


Enters Iarbus to Sacrifize. 
Ir. Come ſeruants, come bring forth the Sacrifize, 
That I may pacifie that gloomie owe, | 
Whoſe emptie Altars haue enlarg'd our illes. 
Eternall Jou, great maſtet of the Clowdes, 
Father of gladneſſe, and all frollicke thoughts, 
That with thy gloomie hand corrects the heauen. 
When ayrie creatures warte amongſt themſelues: 
Heare, heare, O heare Iarbus plaining prayers, 
Whole hideous ecchoes make the W elkin howle, 
And all the woods Eee to teſound: 
The woman that thou wild vs entertaine, 
Where ſtraying in our borders vp and downe; 
She crau'd a hide of ground to build a towne, 
With whom we did deuide both lawes and land, 
And all thefruites that plentie els lends forth, 
Scorning our loues and royall marriage rites, 
Yeelds vp her beautie to a ſttangets bed, 
Who hauing wrought her ſhame, is ſtraight way fled: 
Now if ti on beeſt a pitying God of power, 
On whom ruth and compaſſion euer waites, 
Redreſſe theſe wrongs, and warne him to his ſhips, 
That now afflicts me with his flattering eyes. 
Enter 


The T ragedie of Diab. 


Enter Anna. 
Anne, How now Terbas,at your prayers ſo hardꝰ 
Jar. IA, is there ought you would with me ? 
Anna. Nay, no ſuch waightie buſines of import, 
But may be facke yntill another time: 
Yet if you would partake with me the cauſe 
Ofthis deuotion that detaineth you, 
Iwould be thankfull for ſuch curteſie. 
lar. Anna,againſt this Troian doe pray, 
Who ſeckesto rob me of thy Silters loue, 
Anddiue into her heart by coloured lookes. 
Auna. Alas poore King that labours ſo in vaine, 
For her that ſo delighteth in thy paine: 
Be tul'd by me, and ſeeke ſome other loue, 
Whoſe yeelding heart may yeeld thee more reliefe, 
Jar. Mine eye is fixt where fancie cannot ſtart, 
Olcauc me, leaue me to my ſilent thoughts, 
That regiſter the numbers of my ruth, 
And I will either moue the thoughtles flint, 
Or drop out both mine eyes in driſling teares, 
Before my ſorrowes tide haue any ſtint. 
Anna. I will not leaue [arbxs whom Iloue, 
In this delight of dying penſiuenes: 
Away with Dido, Anna be thy long, 
Anna that doth admire thee more thenheauen. 
lar. Imaynor will liſt to ſuch loathſome chaunge, 
That intercepts the courſe of my deſire: 
Seruants,come fetch theſe emptie veſſels here, 
For I will flye from theſe alluring eyes, 
That doe purſue my peace where ere it goes. Exit. 
Anna, Iarbus ſtay, louing l[arbus tay, 
For I hauc honey to preſent thee wich: 
Hard hearted, wilt not deigne to heare me ſpeake, 
Ile follow thee with outcryes nere the leſſe, 


And ſtrewe thy walkes with my diſcheueld haire. Exit. 


21 Enter 


1 
" 
7 
E 
" 


The Tragedie of Diao. 


Enter neu alone. 
En. Carthage, my friendly hoſt adue, 
Since deſtinie doth call me from the ſhoare : 
Hermes this — in a dreame, 


Hath ſummond me to fruicfull /rah: 

Tone wils it ſo my mother wilsit ſo: 

Let my Pheniſſa graunt, and then I goe : 

Graunt ſhe ot no uc mult away, 

Whoſe golden fortunes clogd with courtlyeaſe, 
Cannot aſcend to Fames immortall houſe, 

Ot banquet in bright honors burniſht hall, 

Till he hath furrowed Neprames glaſſie fieldes, 


And cut a paſlage through his toples hilles : 
eAchates come forth, Sergeſtus, Illioncut, 


Glogntbushalte away, Anea calles. 


Enter Acbatei, Claant hut, Sergeſtua, 
and [lhonerns, 


Atha. What villes our Lord, or wherefore did he call? 


Arn The dreames (braue mates)that did beſet my bed 
When ſleepe but newly had imbraſt the night, 
Commaunds me leaue theſeynrenowmed beames, 
Whereas Nobilitie abhors to ſtay, 

And none but baſe Ana will abide: 
Abourd, abourd, ſinc e Fates doe bid abourd, 
And ſlice the Sea with ſable coloured ſhips, 
On whom the nimble windes may all day waight, 
And follow them as footemen through 1 deepe: 
Vet Dido caſts her eyes like anchors out, 
To ſtay my Flecgʒ from looſing forth the Bay 
Come bac ke, cõme backe, Iheare her crye a farre, 
And let me linke my bodie to my lips, 
That tyed together by the ſtriuing tongues, 
We may as one ſaile into 3 

Acha. Baniſli that ticing dame from forth your mouth, 


And follow your foreſecing ſtarres in all; 
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The Trapedie of Dido. 
This is no life for men at armes to liue, 
Where daliance doth conſume a Souldiers ſtrength, 
And wanton motions of alluring eyes, 
Effeminate our mindes inur'dto warre. 
Ille. Why, let vs build a Citie of our owne, 
And not ſtand lingering here for amorous lookes : 
Will Dido raiſe old Priam forth his graue, 
And build the towne againe the Greekes did burne? 
No no,ſhe cares not how we finke or ſwimme, 
So ſhe may haue e/£xeasin her armes. 
Cloan. To Italy ſweete friends to ltah, 
We will not ſtay a minute longer here. 
Ex. Troians abourd, and Iwill follow you, 
Ifaine would goe, yet beautie calles me backe: 
To leaue her ſo and not once ſay farewell, 
Were to tranfpreſſc againſtall lawes of loue: 
ButifLyſeſi ck ceremonious thankes, . 
As parting ftiends accuſtome onthe ſhoare, 
Her ſiluer armes will coll me round about, 
Aud teares of pearle,crye ſtay,o/Encar tay: 
Each word ſhe ſayes will then containe a , 
And euery ſpeech be ended with a kiſſe: 
I may not dure this female drudperie, 
To ſea Tua, ſinde out Italy, Exit. 


| Enter Didoand Auna. 

Dido. O Auna, runne vnto the water (ide, 
They ſay Æneas men are going abourd, 
It may be he will ſteale away with them: 
Stay not to anſwere me, runne Ama runne. 
O fooliſh Troians that would ſteale from hence, 
And not let Dide vnderſtand their drift: 
Iwould haue giuen Achates ſtote of gold, 
And [ltonexs gum and Libian = | 
The common ſouldiersrich imbrodered coates, 
And filuer whiſtles to controule the windes, 


Which Circes ſent Sichens when — liued: 
3 


Tue Tragedie of Dids. 
Vaworthie are they of a reward: 
See where they come, how might I doe to chide? 


Enter Anna, witb AEnear,oe Acheter, [lionens, 
and Sergeſtus. , 
Anna. Twas time torunne,e/Encas had been gone, 
The ſailes were hoyſing vp, and he abourd. 
Dido. Is chis thy loue to me? 
Ae. O princely Dido, giue me leaue to ſpeałe, 

I went to take my farewell of eAchates. 

Dido. How haps eAchates bid me not farewell ? 
Acha. Becauſe | feard your grace would keepe me here, 
Dido. To rid thee of that doubt, abourd againe, 

I charge thee put to ſea and ſtay not here. 

Acha. Then let ue goe abourd with vs. 

Dido. Get you abourd, Æ ne meanes to ſtay, 

s. The ſea is rough, the windes blow to the ſhoare, 
Dids. O falſe Æ uta, now the ſea is rough, 

But when you were abourd twas calme enough, 

Theuand Achatermentto ſaileaway. — IT 

Es. Haifinot the Carthage Queene mine otely ſonno : 

Thinkes DideI will goe and leaue lim here?? 
Dido. roa pardon me. for I ſorgot 

That yong Aſcanins lay with me this night: 

Loue — me iealous, but to make amends, 

Weare the emperiall Crowne of Labia, 

Sway thou the Punike Scepter in my ſteede, 

And puniſh me Ane for this crime. 6 
En. This kiſſe ſhall be faire Dido-puniſhmenc, 
Dias. O how a Crowne becomes u head! 

Stay here eAneas,and commaund as King. 

Anu. How vaine am to wearethis Diadem, 

And beare this golden Scepter in my hand ? 

A Burgonet of ſteele, and not a Crowne, 

A Sword, and not a Scepter fits Æneas. 

Dido. O keepe them flill;and let me gaze my fill: 

Now Jookes e/Enees like inimortall /owe, - 
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ape 


O where is Ganimed to 9 cup, 
And Mercury to flye for what he calles, 
Ten thouſand ¶ pid houer in the ayre, 
And fanne it in /£neaslouely face, 
O chat the Clowdes were here wherein thou fleeſt, 
That thou and I vnſeene might ſport our ſelues: 
Heauens enuious of our ioyes is waxen pale, 
And when we whiſper, then the ſtarres fall downe, 
To be partakers of our honey talke. 

e/£u. O Dido, patroneſſe of all our liues, 
When I leaue thee, death be my puniſhment, 
Swell raging ſeas, frowne wayward deſtinies, 
Blow windes, threaten ye Rockes and ſandie ſhelfes, 
This is the harbour thate/Exeas ſee kes, 
Lets ſee what tempeſts can anoy me now. 

Dida. Not all the world can take thee from mine armes, 
e/Eneas may commaund as many Moores, | 
As in the Sea are little water drops: 

And now to make experience of my loue, 

Faire ſiſter Ama leade my louer forth, 

And ſeated on my Gennet, let him ride 

As Didos huſ band through the punicke ſtreetes, 

And will my guard with Mauritanian darts, 
To waite vpon him as their ſoueraigne Lord. 

Auna. What if the Citizens repine thereat ? 

Dido. Thoſe that diſlike what Dido giues in charge. 
Commaund my guard to ſlay for their offence : 

Shall vulgar peſants ſtorme at what I doe? 

The ground is mine that giues them ſuſtenance, 

The ayre wherein they breathe,the water, fire, 

All that they haue. their lands,their goods, their liues, 
And I the Goddeſſe of all theſe,commaund 
e£Eneasr1ide as Carthaginian King. 

| eAcha. e/Eneas forkis parentage deſerues. 
As large a kingdome as is Lebia. 

tu. I, and vnleſſe the deſtinies be falſe, 
Ichallbe planted in as rich a land. 
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Dido. Speake of no other land, this land is thine, 
Diao is thine, henceforth Ile call thee Lord: 
Doe as I bid thee, ſiſter leade the way, 
And from a turret Ille behold my loue. 
An. Then here in me ſhall flouriſh Priam race, 
And thou and Achater, for reuenge, 
For Troy, for Pri am, ſor his fiſtie ſonnes, 
Our kinſmens loues, and thouſand guiltles ſoules, 
Will leade an hoſte againſt the hatefull Greckes, 
And fire proude Lacedemon ore their heads. Exit. 
Dido. Speakes not e/Fneadlike a Conqueror ? 
O bleſſed tempeſts that did driue him in, 
O happie ſand chat made him runne aground: 
Henceforth you ſhall be our Carthage Gods: 
I, but it may be he will leaue my love, * 
And ſeeke a forraine land calde [rah: 
O that I had a charme to keepe the windes 
Within the cloſure of a golden ball, 
Or that the Tyrrhen ſea were in mine armes, 
That he might ſuffer ſhipwracke on my breaſt, 
As oft as he attempts to hoyſt vp ſaile: 
I muſt preuent him, wiſhing will not ſerue: 
Goe, bid my Nurſe take yong Aſcanins, 
And beare him in the countrey to her houſe, 
Eneas will not goe without his ſonne: 
Vet leſt he ſhould, ſor I am full of feare, 
Bring me his oares, his tackling, and his ſailes: 
What if I ſinke his ſhips? Oheele frowne : 
Better he frowne,then I ſhould dye for grieſe: 
I cannot ſee him fro we, it may not be: 
Armies of foes reſolu'd to winne this towne, 
Or impious traitors yowde to haue my life, 
Affright me not, onely «A near frowne 
Is that which terrifies poore Didor heart: 
Not bloudie ſpeares appearing in the ayre, 
Preſage the downfall of my Emperie, 
Nor blazing Commets threatens Dido death, 


— 
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The Tragedie of Dido, 
Ir is e£neas frowne that ends my daics : 
Iſhe forſake me not, I neuer dye, - 
For in his lookes I ſee eternitie, | 

And heele make me immortall with a kiſſ- 


Enter a Lord. . Wk 

Your Nurſe is gone with yong Aſcaniut, 
And heres e Aneastackling,oares and ſailes. 

Dide. Are theſe the ſailes that in deſpight of me, 
Packt with the windes to beate e/Exeas hence? 
Ile hang ye in the chamber where I lye, 
Driue it you can my houſe to ſtah)⸗- 
Ile ſer the caſement open that the windes 
May enter in, and once againe conſpire 
Againſt the life of me poore 22 7 
But though he goe, he ſtayes in C pe ſil, 
And let rich Carthage fleete vpon the ſeas, 
So I may haue e/£neas in mine armes. | 
Is this the wood that grew in Carthage plaines, 
And would be toyling inthe watrie billowes, 
To rob their miſtreſſe of her Troian gueſt ? 
O curſed tree, hadſt thou but wit or ſenſe, 
To meaſure how I prize u loue, 
Thou wouldſt haue leapt from out the Sailers hands, 
And told me that e Areas ment to goe: 
And yet ] blame thee not, thou art but wood. 
The water which our Poets terme a Nimph, 
Why did it ſuffer thee to touch her breaſt, 
And ſhrunke not backe, knowing my loue was there? 
The water is an Element, no Nimph, 5 | 
Why ſhould Iblame e/£xeas for his flight? 
O Dias, blame not him, but breake his oares, 
Theſe were the inſtruments that launcht him forth, 
Theres not ſo much as this baſe tackling too, 
But dares to heape vp ſorrowe to my heart : 
Was it not you that hoyſed vp theſe ſailes? 


Why burſt you not, and they fell in the ſeas? 
F For 
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of Dido, 


youu 

And ſheere ye all aſunder with her hands: 
Now ſerue to chaſtize ſhipboyes for their faults, 
Ve ſhall no more offend the 
Now let him hang my fauours on his maſts, 
And ſee if thoſe will ſerue in ſteed of ſailes: 
n gold, 
Which 1 beſtowd vpon his followers: 

vic his hands, 


Come beare them in. 
Enter the Nurſe with Cupid for Aſcenins. 


Nurſe. 5 Aſcanixs,yemult goe with me. 

ul. Whithet muſt I goe ? Ie ſtay with my mother, +» 
Nurſe. No, thou ſhult goe with me vntomy houſe, 

Ihaue an Orchard chat hach ſtore of plums, | 

Browne Almonds Seruiſes, xe Dates, 

ee ee ges, 

A garden where are Bee hiues full of honey, 

Musk-roſes,and a thouſand ſort of flowers, 

And in the midſt doth run a ſiluer ſtreame, - 

Where thou ſhale ſee the red gild fiſhes leape, 

White Swannes,and many louely water fowles : 


Now ſpeake ¶A ſcamut, will ye goe or no? 


Cupid, Come come lle goe,how farre hence is your houſe? 
Nurſe, But hereby child, we ſhall get thither ſtrai 
Cupid. Nurſe Iam wearie, will you catrie me? , - - 
Nurſe. I, ſo youle dwell with me and call me mother, 
(pid. So youle loue me, I care not if I doe. 

Nurſe. That I might liue to ſee this boy a mam, 


How pretilie he laughs, goe ye wagge, 


Voule be a twigger when you come to age. 
Say Dido what ſhe will I am not old, 
Ie be no more a widowe, lam young, 
Ile haue a huſ band, or els a louet. 
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T he Tragedie of Dido. 
Cid A huſband and no teeth 
Nurſe. O what meane I to haue ſuch fooliſh thoughts! 
Foolith is loue, a toy, O ſacred loue, 
If there be any heauen irearth, tis loue : - 
Eſpecially in women of your yeares, 


* N 
Bluſh bluſh for ſname, hy ſhouldſt thou thinłe of loue ? 


A graue,and not alouer fits thy age: 
A graue, why ?I mayliuc a — yeares, 


Foure ſcore is but a girles age, loue is ſweete : 


My vaines are withered, and my ſine wes drie, 

Why doe I thinke of leue now I ſhould dye? 
Cd. Come Nurſe. |; 
Nurſe. Well, if he come a wooing he ſhall ſpeede, 

OhowvawiſewasI to ſay him nay! Exennt, 


Actus 5. 


Euter ua with a in his hand, draving the 
plarforme * bim Achates, 
Clauu bus and Ilia mn. 
An. Triumph my mates, our trauels are at end, 
Here will Aue build a ſtatelier Trey, | 
Then that which grim ¶ Atrides ouenthrew : 
Carthage ſhall vaunt her pettie walles no more, 
For I will grace them with a fairer frame, - 
And clad her in a Chryſtall liverie, ,- '_ 
Whercin the day may cucrmore delight: 
From golden [ndia Ganges will I fetch, 
Whoſe wealthie ſtreames may waite vpon her towers, 
And triple wiſc intrench her round about: 
The Sunne from Egypt ſhall rich odors bring, 
Wherexrith his burning beames like labouring Bees, 
That loade their thighes with Hyblus honeys ſpoyles, 
Shall here vnburden their cxhaled ſweetes, 
Andplant our pleaſant ſuburbes with her fumes. 


- 


Au. Notpaſtfourethouſand paces at the molt, 
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Acha. What length or bredth ſhal this braue towne cõtaine? 


Iliio. 
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Ilie. But what ſhall it be calde, Trey as before? 

Au. That haue I not determinde — ſelſe. 

Cloau. Let it be term'd Æuea b 

Serg. Rather Aſcania by your izle for — 

n. Nay,l 4 haue itcalde Anchiſeon, 
Of my old f chers name. 


Enter Hermes with Aſcanins. - 

Hermes. e/Eneai ſtay, laues Herald bids thee flay. 
A Whom doe Iſece,lones winged meſſenger? 
Welcome to ( arthage new etected towne. 


Hermes. Why colin ſtand you building Cities here, 


And beautifying the Empire of this Queene, 
While Iraqis cleane out of thy minde ? 
To too ſorgetfull of thine owne affayres, 
Why wilt thou ſo betray thy ſonnes good hap? 
The king of Gods ſent me from higheſt heauen, 
To ſound this angrie meſſage in thine cares, 
Vaine man, what —_— expeQſt thou here? 
Or with what thought ſleepſt thou in Labia ſhoare ? 
If that all glorichath forſakenthee, In | 
And thou ef piſc the praiſe of fuch wann b 
Yet thinke vpon Aſcunius propheſie, | 
And yong Iulut more then thouſand yeares, 
Whom Ihaue broughtfrom Ida where be _ 
And bore yong Cupid vnto Cypreſſe lle. 2 
Au. Inis was my moilier beguildrhe Queeue, by 
And made me take my brother ſo my ſonne: | 
No maruell Didothoughthou be in loue, 
That daylie danleſt Cepid in thy arme: 
Welcome ſweet child, where " thou been: this long / 
Aſea. Eating ſu eet Comfites n Didas maide, 
Who euer ſince hach Juld me in her armes. 
Ar,. Sergeſus, beare him hence vnto bur ſhips, 
Leſt Dido ſpying him keepe him fora ple 
Herme:. Spendſt thou thy time about this little boy, 
And giueſt not care ynto the charge I bring ? 


f 


— — r , A 


 TheTra 


Au. How ſhould I put into the raging deepe 
Who hhue na ſailes — ſon hips? ö 
What would the Gods haue me Dencalion like, 
Flote vp and downe where ere the billowes drive? 
Though ſhe repairde my fleete and gaue me ſhips, 
Vet hath ſhe rave away my oares and maſts, 


And leſt ine neither ſaile nor ſterne abourd. 


: Enter to them [arbus. 

Tar. How now eAneasfad,what meanes theſe dumpes? 

Ar. larbx;, Iam eleane beſides my ſelſe, 
Tone hath heapt on me ſuch a deſperate charge, 
Which neither art nor reaſon may atchicue, 
Nor Ideuiſe by what meanes to contriue. 

lar, As hom I pray, may I entreate you tell. 
An. With ſpecde he bids me ſaile to /tah, 
When as I want both rigging for my flecte, 
And alſo furniture fortheſe my men. 

lar. Ifthatbe all, then cheare thy drooping loskes, 
For] will furniſh thee with ſuchſupplies: 
Let ſome of thoſe thy followers goe with me, 
And they ſhall haue whatthing ſoere thou needſt. 

Au. Thankes good /arbs for thy friendly ayde, 
Achates and thereſtſhall waite on thee, 
Whil Ireſt thankful for this curteſie. 1 
Exit Jarbus and nean tram. 

Now will Ihaſte vnto Lauinian ſhoate, 
And raiſe a ne ſoundation to old Troy, 
Witnes the Gods, and witnes heauen and earth, 
How loth I am to leaue theſe Labs bounds, 
But that eternall Iapiter commands. 


Enter Dido and «/£noac. 

Dido. I ſeare I ſawe rens little ſonne, 
Led by Achates ta the Troian fleete: 
F 3 
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The Trapedie of Diab. 
Tit be ſo his father meanes to flye : '\ 
But here he is, now Dido trie thy wit. 
e/Eneas,wherefore goe thy men abourd? * 
Why are thy ſhips newrigd? orto whatend 
Launcht from the hauen, ſye they in the Rhode - 
Pardon me though Iaske, loue makes me aske. 
Ar. O pardon me, if I refolue thee why : 
Aue will not faine with his deate loue, 
I muſt from hence: this day ſwiſt CAercnry 
When J was laying a platforme for theſe walles, 
Sent from his —— [owe appeard to me, 
And in his name rebukt me birterly, 
For lingering here, neglecting _ N 
Dido. But yet e£neas will not leaue his loue. 
Aa. Iam commaunded by immortall /owe, 
Toleauethistowne and paſſe to /raly, 
And therefore muſt of force. | 
Dido. Theſe words proceed not from ura, heart. 
n. Not from my heart, for Ican hardly goe, 
And yet I may not ſtay, Dido fare well. 4 
Dido. Fare well: is this the mends for Dideslouc? | 
Doe Troĩans vſe to quit their Louers thus? 
Fare well may Dido, ſo A news (tay, 
Idyc,ifmy e£neas lay fare well. 


.. ry cor" and neuer ſay farewell, 
Letme goe Newell {muſt ſrom hence. ä 


Dido. Theſe words are poyſon to poore Dido. ſoule, 
O ſpeake like my Eu like my loue: 


o y lookt thou toward the ſea? the time hath been 
When Didos beautie chaungdthine ey es to her: 
Am l leſſe faire then hen — me fuſt? 

O chen «Ef neus tis for grieſa of thee : 


And Didos beautie will returne againe: 
e/Eneas,lay how canſt thou take thy leaue? 
Wilt thou kiſſe Dido O thy lips haue ſworne : 
To ſtay with Dido: canſt thou tale herhand 7 


Say thou wilt tay in Carthgge with my Queeie, | 


Thy 
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The 7 ragedie of Dido. 
Thy hand and mine haue plighted mutuall faith, 
Therefore vnkinde/E£nees,muſt thou ſay, 
Then let me goe, and neuer ſay farewell. 
Ar. © Queene of Carthage, wert thou vgly blacke, 
eAneas could not chooſe but hold thee deare, 
Vet muſt he not gainſay the Gods beheſt. 
Dido. Ihe Gods, hat Gods be thoſe that ſeeke my death? 
Wherein haue I oftended [wpiter, 
That he ſhould take e/Ereas from mine armes? 
Ono,the Gods wey not what Louers doe, 
It is / Eneas calles,Eneas hence, 
And wofull Dido by theſe blubbred checkes, | 
By this right hand, and by our ſpouſall rites, 
Deſires e/Eneasto remaine with her: — 
Si bene quid de te merui, fuit aut tibi quid qu 
Dulce menm,mſerere domus labentis : (+ iſtam 
Oro, ſi quit ad bæc precibus locus, exue mentem. 
An. Deſine meque tuis mcendere teque querelis, 
Jraliam non ſponte ſequor. 
Dido. Halt thou forgot how manyneighbourkings 
Were vp in armes,for making thee my loue? 
How Carthage did rebell, /arbns ſtorme, 
Aud all the world calles me a ſecond Helen, 
For being intangled by a ſtrangers lookes: 
So thou wouldſt proue as true as Pars did, 
Would, as faire Troy was, Carthage might be ſackt, 
And I be calde a ſecond Helena. 
Had I af — . griefe were leſſe, 
That I might ſec e/£reas in his face: 
Now if thou goeſt, u hat canſt thou leaue behind, 
But rather will augment then eaſe my woe? 
An. In vaine my loue thou ſpendſt thy fainting breath, 
If words might moue me I were ouercome. 
Dido. — wilt thou not be mou d with Dides words? 
Thy mother was no Goddeſſe periurd man, 
Nor Dardanus the author of thy ſtocke: 
But thou art ſprung from Scythian Cauca ſus, 


And 


And Tygers of Hircaziagaue thee ſucke: 

Ah fooliſh Dido to forbeare this long 

Walt chou not wrackt vpon this Libien ſhoare, 
And cam iſt to Dias like a Fiſher ſwaine? 
Repairde not Ithy ſhips, made thee a King, 
And all thy needie followers Noblemen? 

O Serpent that came creeping ſrom the ſhoare, 
And I for pitie harbord in my bolome, 

| Wilt thou no flay me with thy venomed ting, 
And hiſſe at Dido for preſeruing thee ? 

Goe goe and ſpare not, ſeeke out [raty, 

I hope that that which loue forbids me doe, 

The Rockes and Sea· gulſes will performe at large, 
And thou ſhalt periſh in the billowes waies, 

To whom poore Dido doth bequeath reuenge, 

I traytor, and the waues ſhall caſt thee vp, 
Where thou and falſe Achates fitſt ſet ſoote: 
Which if it chaunce, Ile giue ye buriall, 

And weepe vpon your liueles carcaſes, 

Though thou nor he will pitie me a whit. 

Why ſtar ſt thou in my face? if thou wilt ſtay, 
Leape in mine atmes, mine armes are open wide: 
If not, turne from me, and lle turne from thee : 
For though thou haſt the heart to ſay fare well, 

I haue not power to (tay thee : is he gone? 

I but heele come againe, he cannot goe, 

He loues me to too well to ſerue me lo: 

Yet he that in my ſight would not relent, 

Will, being * abdurate (till. 

By this is he got to the water ſide, 

And, ſee the Sailers take him by the hand, 

But he ſhrinkes backe, and now remembring me, 
Retutnes amaine: welcome, welcome my loue: 


But wheres Æneas ah hees gone hees gone! 


Ama, What meanes my ſiſter thus to raue and crye? 


Dido. O Anna, my c/Eneas is abourd, 
And leauing me will ſaile to Italy. 
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The Travedie of Dido. 
Once qidſt thou goe,and he came backe againe, 
Now bring him backe, and thou ſhalt be a Queene, 
And I will lue a priuate life with him. 

Anna, Wicked rea. 
Dido. Call him not wicked, ſiſter ſpeake him faire, 
And looke ypon him with a Mermaides eye, 
Tell him, Ineuer vowd at Aulus gulſe 
The deſolation of his natiue Trey, 
Nor ſent a thouſand ſhips vnto the walles, 
Nor euer violated faith to him: 
Requeſt him gently( Auma) to returne, 
I crave but this, he ſtay a tide or two, 
That I may learne to beare it patiently, 
If he depart thus ſuddenly, I dye: 
Run Au, run, ſtay not to anſwere me. 


Auna. 1 goe faire ſiſter, heaueus graunt 


good ſuceeſſe. 
Exit Am. 


Enter the Nurſe, 
Nurſe. O Dido, your little ſonne Aſcanine 
Is gone! he lay with me laſt night, 
And in the morning he was ſtolne from me, 


I thinke ſome Fairies haue beguiled me. 
Dido. O curſed hagge and talſe diſſembling wretch! 


That ſlayeſt me with thy harſh and helliſh tale, 

Thou for ſome pettie guiſt haſt let him goe, 

And I am thus deluded ofmy boy: 

Away with her to priſon preſently, 

Traytoreſſe too keend and curſed Sorcereſſe. 
Nurſc. Ik no not what you meane by treaſon, I, 

Jam as true as any one of yours. Exeunt the Nurſe, 
Dido. Away with her, ſuffer her not to ſpeake. 

My ſiſter comes, I like not her ſad lookes. 


Enter Auna. 


Anna. Before I came, v/Eneas was abourd, 
s amaine: 


G 


And ſpying me, hoyſt vpthe ſaile 
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ButIcride out, E, ſalſe ea ſtay. | 
Then gan he wagye his hand, u hich yet held vp, 
Made me ſuppoſe he would haue heard me ſpeake : 
Then gan they driue into the Ocean, 
Which when | viewd,I cride, Æ e (tay, 
Dide,faire Dido wils e/Eneas ſtay: 
Vet he whoſe heart of adamantor flint, 
My teares nor plaints could mollifte a whit: 
Then careleſly I rent my haire for griefe, 
Which ſeene to all, though he beheld inc noe, 

n to moue him to redreſſe my ruth, 
And ſtay a while to heare hat could ſay, 
But he clapt vnder hatches ſaild away. 


Dido. O Anna, Amna,] will follow him. 
Anna. How can ye goe when he hath all your fleete : 


Dido. He frame me wings of waxe like /carns, 
And orehis ſhips will ſoare vnto the Sunne, 
That they may melt and ] fall in his armes: 
Or els Ile make a prayer vnto the waues, 
That I may ſwim to him like Triton neece: 
O Ann, ſetch OrionsHarpe, 
That] may tice a Dolphin to the ſhoare, 
And ride vpon his backe vnto my loue: 
Looke ſiſte, looke louely A neas ſhips, 
See ſee, the billowes heaue him vp to heauen, 
And now downe falles the keeles into the deepe 
O ſiſter, ſiſter, take away the Rockes, 
Theile breake his ſhips,O Preteus, Neptune, lowe, 
Saue, ſaue e/Eneas, Didos leeſeſt loue | 
Now is he come on ſhoare ſafe u ithout hurt: 
But ſee, Achates wils him put to ſea, 
And all the Sailers merrie make for ioy, 
But he remembring me ſhrinkes backe 2gaine : 
See where he comes, xelcome, welcome my loue. 
Anna. h filter, leaue the ſe idle fantaſies, 
Sweet ſiſter ceaſe, remember who you ate. 


Dido. Dido I am, vnleſſe Ibe deceiu'd, 
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And muſt I raue thus for a runnagate 
Muſt I make ſhips for him to ſaile away ? 
Nothing can beare me to him bur a ſhip, 
And he hath all thy fleete,what ſhall I 
But dye in furie of this overſight ? 

J. Imuſtbe the murderer of my ſelſe: 
No but Tam not yet Iwill be ſtraight. 
«Anna be glad, now haue I found a meane 

To rid me — theſe thoughts of Lunacie: 

Not farre from hence there is a woman famouſed for arty, 
Daughter vnto the Nimphs Hefperides, 

Who wild me ſactifize his ticing relliques: 

Goe Auna, bid my ſeruants bring me fire, Exit Ama 


| Emer Larbas. 

lar. How long will Dude mourne a ſtrangers flight, 
That hath diſhonord her and Carthage both? | 
How long [hall I with griefe conſume my dais, 
And reape no guerdon for my trueſt loue ? 

Dido. Iarbus talke not of e/Eneas,let him goe, 
Lay to thy hands and helpe me make fire, 
That thall conſume all that this ſtranger left, 
For I entend a private Sacrifize, p 
To cure my minde that melts for ynkind loue. 

Jar. But afterwards will Dido graunt me loue? 

Dido. I, I, Iarbut, aſter this is — 
None in the world ſhall haue my loue but thou: 
So,leaue me nov, let none approachthis place. Exit Ibu. 
Now Dido, with theſe reliques burne thy ſeife, 
And make eAneas famous through the world, 
For penurie and ſlaughter ofa Queene: 
Here lye the Sword that in the darkſome Caue 


He drew, and ſwore by to be true to me, 

Thou ſhalt bui ne fitſt, thy crime is worſe then his: 
Here lyc the garment which Icloath'd him in, 
When firſt he came on ſhoare, per ſh thou to: 


Thelc letters, lines, ind petiurd papers all, 
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Shall burne to cinders in this pretious flange. Wy N 
And now ye Gods that guide the ſtarrie frame, 5 4 
And order all things at your high dilpoſe, / 707 
Graunt, though the tray tors land in Italy, 15 
They may be (till tormented with vnreſt, 8 
And from mine aſhes let a Conquerour riſe, Ss 
That may reuenge this treaſon to a Queene, | 905 
By plowing vp his Countries wich the Sword: 54 


Berwixt this land and that be neuer league, 
 Litara littoribus contraria, fiuttibus undas 

Impregor : arma ar mis : pmgnent ip119, nepotes : 

Lice falſe 1 B. 3 * 

Sic [ic iuuat ire ſub umbras, 

Enter Anna. 
* 2 eAnna. O helpe larbas, Dido in theſe flames 
3 Hath burnt her — me, vnhappie me! 0 
3 | Enter [arbus running. 
lar. Curſed [arbas, dye to expiate 
The griefe that tires vpon thine inward ſoule, 
Dido l come to thee, aye me Æuca. 
Anna. What can my teares or cryes preuaile me now: 

Dido is dead, Iarbus ſlaine, Iarbus my deate loue, 
O ſweet Iarbut, Annas ſole delight, 
What fatall deſtinie enuies me thus, 
To ſee my ſweet /arbus (lay himſelfe? BY 
But Anna nov ſhall honot thee in death, 3 
And mixe her bloud with thine, this ſhall I doe, 
That Gods and men may pitie this my death, ; 
And rue our ends ſenceles of life or breath: 4 
Now ſweet /arbus ſtay, Icome to thee. 4 
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